JENNY   WREN

That farthing bird, J. Wren,
The cruel boys pursue ;
Hunt her with sticks and stones
Hedge and green coppice through,

A farthing bird. Amen.
Ay, two brown sparrows can
For as easy a sum be bought
By heedless chaffering man*

Yet not for all earthbound gold.

Or argosies under the sea.

Can one moment's pity of pitiful child

Be marketed for, perdie.

MISSEL   THRUSH

When from the brittle ice the fields
Begin to spring with green,
Then sits the storm-cock tree-top high,
And shrills the blasts between.

And -when the sun, with thinning ray,
Tells -winter's drawing nigh,
Still, this wild bird, of valiant heart.
Shouts wild against the sky.

OVER   THE   DOWNS
A stick between his knees, sits Pat,
And sugar-loaf in shape's his hat;
But Phil, his friend, has neither,
LInless to cool his fevered brow,
His hidden hat is off just now,
For warm in sooth's the weather.
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